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ings for appeasement of beauty, rise up to be fulfilled. It
is very strange that I did not know I loved you when you
were a child. There was a quality in you then which, with-
out my understanding it, has always stood between me and
any love but yours. When first I came to Enkendaal, almost
a year ago, I did not know this, but I felt, when I saw you,
an indescribable anguish of remoteness and loss. You
belonged to a different world; you were very young, very
gay, very scornful, with a brilliant arrogance; you made
me feel stiff and old; I saw myself in the flash of your in-
difference; I knew—though the knowledge did not express
itself in my thought—that it had become finally impos-
sible that you should love me. And now you love me.
In your first letter, in the Descartes, you told me this,
but the words were like a song over the mountains: they
seemed not intended for me. When you told me again, in
this letter written by morning candle-light, suddenly the
words were whispered in my ear and I could hear no other
sound on earth. They shut out all else. I wrote to you in a
madness—from the burning core of my thought; that
letter I didn't send—I didn't finish it.
Still the imagination of your beauty is an epitome of
every impulse of my senses since I became man. But the
flame is not all of me nor all of you. As lovers, we may
pass through and beyond it, not by its failure but by our
supremacy over it If this is not true, then love is corrup-
tion and there is no truth but in renunciation and no peace
but in death; but in this world, truth resides in our per-
ception of it. Our own judgement is our fate, in this as in
all else. For those who, as I am, are freed—or exiled—
from belief in immutable, divine commands, there is no
rule against love, and no absolute duty of love but the
duty to discover, and continually re-discover, its quality,
whether it be a greed only and sterile or of the spirit ahd
fruitful. That is my belief, JuKe. You must judge of your-
self as I of myself.	lewis

